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Society: The Editor's Corner

THE EDITOR’S CORNER
We continue here the reminiscences by the late Jane D.
Brush of Michigan, widow of Alanson P. Brush, a pioneer of the
automobile industry.
*
*
*
*

TALES OF OLD FLORIDA
by J ANE D. B RUSH
CHAPTER V
T HE I DA M AY
Interesting as this camping trip had been, we were not sorry
to be on our way back to Alzarti House again. We soon heard
that some deep-sea fishing was the next thing planned for us. We
had used the little twenty-five foot sail-boat for fishing around
the keys of upper Sarasota Bay but we had never yet been out to
the “Grouper Banks.” This was an interesting experience for me.
I had never before been so far from land in so small a boat.
Straight out into the Gulf we headed until all I could see was
the bunch of dark foliage at the top of one lofty pine tree. As
long as I could see, even dimly, that dark blur against the sky, I
felt I could “see land,” but soon even that disappeared.
“How will we know when we get to the banks?” I asked my
husband. “We will soon show you,” he said; “we’ll do some sounding. How about it, Furm ? Are we ready for the lead?”
“I don’t think we’ll get anything yet,” said Furman, “but we
can try, if you want to.” I sat down beside Al as he took the
wheel. Furman went into the cabin and came out with a coil of
light weight rope which was marked off into feet and fathoms. On
the loose end of this line was a big oblong piece of lead. Furman
rubbed a thick layer of tallow onto the weight then, standing close
to the edge of the boat, threw it far ahead. As the weight sank,
the boat was catching up with it so that when he pulled it in it
came up almost straight from the bottom. As Furman had expected, there was nothing but sand to be seen on the tallow encrusted
[ 309 ]

Published by STARS, 1962

1

Florida Historical Quarterly, Vol. 41 [1962], No. 3, Art. 10
310

F LORIDA H ISTORICAL Q UARTERLY

weight. Several times the sounding lead was thrown, but not until
he found quite a chunk of rock would Furman give the word to
stop the boat and start fishing. The fishing was good; four of us
handling hand lines caught enough fish so that our total catch
was about 250 pounds. After saving out plenty for the two families, Furman had enough to take to the fish house to give him a
fair profit on his afternoon’s work-besides all our fun!
We were having a wonderful vacation, but every new adventure made us keen for the next one. We had talked vaguely of
a cruise but it seemed out of the question; we had no suitable
boat. Perhaps our glorious day out on the grouper banks put ideas
in our heads. Wouldn’t it be possible, we wondered, to fit this
little boat up so that we would dare to start out - four of us - to
spend a week, or even longer, aboard her somewhat restricted
quarters? Al and Furman seemed to think they could manage to
turn this day boat into a cruiser. Esther and I were anxious to
cooperate; so while the men tinkered with the boat, we prepared
the bedding.
Changing the Ida May into an impromptu cruiser was not
too hard. She had a strong canopy over a day cabin, with seats
along the side and curtains which could be tied down as protection from the weather. Along the sides the men fitted two long
planks, making each seat wide enough for a bed, leaving a narrow
aisle between. The men had a cabin too, but theirs could not be
arranged until we were tied up for the night. Then they took the
main-sail down, slung a poling-oar between the masts and threw
the sail over it like a tent. We may have looked peculiar when
tied up for the the night but we thought it picturesque.
Esther and I had more trouble then the men in finding the
material we wanted. Nowhere in this early Sarasota was there
anything like a mattress. We looked for pillows but the only ones
we could find were filled, not with feathers, but with cotton.
Four for each side, laid crosswise, made our beds. We bought
thin cotton blankets and Nannie Helveston loaned us small feather
pillows for our heads and a thin cotton mattress for the men’s bed.
One thing the Sarasota store did provide was a pretty dark red
calico print with which we covered all the pillows so that they
could be thrown around outside as we wanted. Each of us carried
a bag for a nightdress and a few toilet articles. Aside from that
our sole baggage was one large suitcase which stood on a support
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between our beds. This was our dressing-table as well as providing the storage for all the extra clothing we took with us.
The crowning achievement for the men was a sandbox which
stood on the small deck aft of the cockpit. It was about forty-two
inches square and eight deep, It held beach sand on which we
could build a charcoal fire to boil our coffee, fry fish, or cook some
“grits” for our breakfast. We came to know that to a Southerner
“grits” is as important a food as rice is to a Chinese.

“The Tie-up” - the high bank where the Ida May tied up
for one night.
When the last carefully wrapped food supplies had been
brought aboard from Alzarti House, and two extra jars of wellwater had been stowed underneath the thwarts of the row-boat
which we were to tow, we were at last ready. It seemed late in
the day to start, but as we planned to spend a week or more
aboard, why wait for morning ? We could at least go down to
Little Pass. If the breeze held, we might even go to Casey’s
Pass at the lower end of Sarasota Bay. Fortunately for us, the
breeze threatened to die out early and we slipped into Little Pass
and tied up for the night.
It was a warm dark night. The air had a velvety softness,
and the water was highly phosphorescent. Little Pass was a
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narrow winding channel with deep water right up to the side
where we were tied up. It looked something like a river and this
effect was enhanced that evening by a strong ebb tide which kept
the brushes across from us in constant motion. As they were
moved by the tide, these trailing branches sent up ripples and
flashes of flame. An occasional fish swimming lazily past glowed
faintly, deep in the water, and at times a larger group would rush
by churning the water to a living turmoil. Never have I seen a
sight such as we were treated to that evening. It was beautiful
beyond description, and most amazing! As soon as we were snugged down, Al said, “How about some phosphorescent fishing,
Furm?”
“All right,” said Furman, and he proceded to make preparations, hauling out his great cast-net and beginning to straighten
out its folds. I had never heard of a cast-net before that evening,
and I didn’t know that it took great strength and skill to throw
one, or that Furman Helveston was an expert at this particular
phase of the fisherman’s art.
Al put Esther and me into the row-boat which he controlled
with a short poling oar. Esther and I held a small lantern but
we shielded it as much as we could so that its light should not
dim the phosphorescent glow. In this dim light we could see the
figure of our stalwart fisherman as he stood in the bow of the
boat making careful preparations for his cast. His left arm, rigidly
extended at shoulder height, held the carefully draped folds of his
great net. He stood like a carved statue, the only movement to be
seen was the steady progress of his right hand as it moved along
the length of his left arm from shoulder to finger tips; moving,
adjusting the doubled folds of the net. The weights at the edges
were given especial attention; the draw-string must be coiled
with the greatest care. Any oversight, any chance to tangle, would
ruin a cast.
At last we were ready, but where were the fish? Look! There
they come! A breathless moment and then his strong right arm
shot out and spread that net so that its smooth circumference
touched the water just over the group of fish. As the weights
swung down and were drawn together underneath the fish, we
saw in the phosphorescent water a flaming globe, its diamondshaped meshes outlined by glowing bits of rope, while in the center the wildly splashing fish churned the water into living flame.
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Some of the fish escaped and swam away leaving in their wake
bubbles and flashes of fire. It was a scene one could not forget.
Following this exciting evening we had a day or two of
ordinary sailing. We sailed down past lower Sarasota Bay. We
wanted to go into Casey’s Pass and visit Dona’s Landing but the
breeze was right for keeping down the coast. We could make
good time that way and when you travel by sails instead of by a
motor the direction of the wind counts. So we went to Stump
Pass and anchored for the night. The water was rough next day
outside, so we slipped in at Gasparilla Pass and had a quiet sail
down Gasparilla Sound. There was a little rough going as we
passed Boca Grande for an outgoing tide met the swells from the
Gulf, making a choppy sea. They laughed at me for standing up
with my arm around the mast. “Are you trying to hold the boat
still, Janie?” asked Al.

The Ida May in Lake Okeechobee
We were soon past the “Big Mouth” (Boca Grande) and in
sight of Uzeppa Island. This island, with its beautiful little Inn,
was unique at that time. Accessible only by water and with no
regular boat service, it was the quite pretentious hobby of a
wealthy Chicago sportsman and he kept it up regardless of expense. When we got there it had just been opened and was ready
for an expected party of tarpon fishermen. The tarpon fishers
were delayed but we showed up instead and were welcomed with
open arms.
We were not tired of our improvised quarters on the Ida May

Published by STARS, 1962

5

Florida Historical Quarterly, Vol. 41 [1962], No. 3, Art. 10
314

F LORIDA H ISTORICAL Q UARTERLY

but this little hotel and its beautiful surrounding were so unusual
that they were not to be resisted. Three of us decided to spend
the night on shore, but Furman said he would sleep aboard to be
sure nothing was disturbed. He joined us for dinner, however,
and the four of us sat down to a meal that night that would have
done credit to any high-priced hotel.
The next morning as I was getting ready to leave an elderly
colored woman came in to care for the room. Her greeting was
arresting. “I sho’ is glad to meet up wid white folks again,” she
said; and then, “Is you-all f’om de No’th?”
“Yes,” I said, “We are from the North but just now we are
from Sarasota.” Dropping what she was doing, she turned eagerly. “You is f’om Sarasota?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said, “we are from Sarasota, but,” I added, “just now
we are staying outside of Sarasota, at Mr. Helveston’s.”
“Yo’ is at Mr. Helvingston’s- at Mr. John Helvingston’s!”
Her excitement was growing; and I added, “And Mr. Furman
Helveston is here with us.”
“Mr. Fu’man here!’’ Without another word she was out of
the room and hobbling down the broad stairway which led to the
lobby. I realized that something was up - so I followed. As luck
would have it our tall, broad-framed friend loomed up in the
front door just as the colored woman reached the bottom of the
steps. She rushed over to him and grabbed his big right hand in
both of hers. Swinging it up and down she exclaimed, “Oh Mr.
Fu’man, Mr. Fu’man! Don’t yo know me? I’ze Liza!” Hardly giving him time to tell her how glad he was to see her (and he unmistakably was glad), she kept hold of his hand, swinging his
arm as if it were a pump handle, and saying over and over, “Oh
Mr. Fu’man, Mr. Fu’man, you sho’ does favor yose’f. Yo sho’
does favor yose’f!” The quaint phrase was puzzling until one
heard that ’Liza was his old nurse; then it was interesting to see
how the old colored woman exulted in the resemblance she could
see between the boy she had helped care for and this tall, alert
man. To “favor yourself” became a phrase having real meaning
to us.
Enchanting as this region was, however, we could not linger.
After a hearty breakfast, we said goodbye to ’Liza, and boarding
our make-shift cruiser we were on our way again.
In spite of her crude quarters the Ida May was a fine little
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boat, sturdy and seaworthy. Now we were on our way down Pine
Island Sound. We left behind names full of meaning to us.
Emptying into Charlotte Harbor are two fine rivers, the Peace and
the Myakka. We knew the Myakka best, but we were a long way
now from those upper reaches of the river south and east of Sarasota where we fished for big-mouthed bass, and we were going
farther all the time. Pine Island is long. Between us and the
Gulf lay several smaller islands or keys. There are Captiva and
Sanibel, two names associated in the very early days with pirates
and buried treasure, and in the more modern times of which I
am speaking, with an equally doubtful lot - rum-runners and
smugglers. But these people would not bother us. We left the
tip of Sanibel behind us to go up the Caloosahatchee River to
Fort Myers.
By the time we reached the broad mouth of the river it was
getting toward sunset and the character of the water around us
seemed to be changing. Off in the distance we could see the intense blue water of the Gulf, but where we were there was a flow
of amber-colored water. This water got its color, not from any
muddy sediment, but from the roots of the palmettos which were
so common along the banks of the river. The tide was coming
in, and as it pushed the blue water of the Gulf against the amber
current, it produced curious swirling effects which reminded me
of old-fashioned watered silk. All around us were floating clusters of water-hyacinth with beautiful green leaves and many
orchid-colored blossoms. There was a bright sunset and between
the patches of leaves and flowers, the brilliant colors of the sky
were reflected from the water. My watered silk was being turned,
before my eyes, into a gorgeous brocade.
As we went up the river the fragrance from orange groves
filled the air; we were getting near to Fort Myers. The banks below the city, down to where the river empties into the Gulf, were
lined with groves. The fragrance was at times almost overpowering. We were near to the first real stopping place on our adventure.
Very soon our modest little cruiser was tied up at the dock
of the Royal Palm Hotel. We slept aboard that night, and were
up bright and early the next morning, for we had much to domuch to find out in the next few hours. The rumor that had
lured us on from the start of this cruise was that it was possible
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for a boat to get from Fort Myers into Lake Okeechobee. The
men must get detailed information on that subject while Esther
and I saw that our boat was provisioned for at least a week’s
absence from stores. The local stores had provided everything
we needed, including two fresh bags of charcoal, but the men
came back with one solitary bit of information. Lake Okeechobee
cat-fish were being marketed in Fort Myers!
Aside from this one solid fact everything was about as vague
as the rumors they had heard up the coast. There was general
agreement that Lake Flirt was very hard to cross, being a maze
of channels which changed almost from day to day. There was a
dredged cut into Lake Okeechobee, they were told, but what kind
of boats were used by the fishermen to market their fish, no one
seemed to know. It was very evident that our two men were keen
to go on and find out for themselves just what the conditions
were, and Esther and I had almost as much curiosity as they; we
did not try to hold them back.
So, a little before noon, on March 4, 1906, we started up the
Caloosahatchee River determined to go as far as our sails and
little auxiliary motor would carry our twenty-five foot sail-boat.
As soon as we passed under the railroad bridge just above Fort
Myers we seemed to leave all traces of civilization behind. There
was no more tide-water, just a strong flow of clear amber current.
There was no sign of a house, not even of a fence; no suggestion,
that we could see, of a tilled field. We seemed to be following
this broad river through a wilderness, but what a beautiful wilderness! Our progress was slow for the river was so crooked that sails
were no use, and our motor gave little speed against this swift
current. The only thing that troubled us was that the chugging
of the engine seemed out of place in this wild solitude. These
words would sound strange to any one living in that part of Florida today, but it must be remembered that this was 1906. My
mental pictures of this trip and its occurrences are vivid but I
must admit that they are fortified and verified by my old photographic album and by a line-a-day book which has miraculously
survived. To quote from the little book: “We are tied up tonight
beside a beautiful high bank. - Had a beautiful ride yesterday!Go on tomorrow to find Okeechobee!”
Well, we went on, and we found Okeechobee, but it took us
a little longer than one more day to do so. The distance in miles
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would have made it an easy day’s run but we made so many stops
that it took longer. The river here was not so crooked as it was
just above Fort Myers, but a bend not far away shut off our view.
AS we rounded that point, we all exclaimed, for there was our first
glimpse of civilization. The high bank continued, and there was
an extensive clearing. In this clearing, near the river bank, stood
the largest palmetto-thatched house I had ever seen. This one
had a big square opening, like a window in the end which was
toward the river. It was filled with eager childish faces just now.
They had heard us coming and were keen to see the strangers.
Back of the house was a crude sugar-cane mill. At one side of
the mill was a pile of ground sugar-cane. It looked like a rough
strawstack. As we tied up at the bank a man appeared carrying
an armful of unground cane. Furman and Al hurried over to
speak to him while Esther and I made friends with the children.
The oldest girl was well dressed and quite attractive. She was
also eager to talk. “Do you live here all the time?” she was asked.
“Oh no!” She was evidently quite shocked. “We’re just here
while the cane is being ground. We’re from the city.”
“Do you come up here from Fort Myers?”
“No,” she said, “We’re from LaBelle.” I had heard we were
to pass a place called LaBelle, but supposed it to be just a little
settlement. Now I asked, respectfully, “How much of a place is
LaBelle?” With an important little air, the girl said, “Oh, we’ve
got a church-house and a school-house, and a store!” I made no
comment - none was needed. This was civilization - they had
all the necessities of life. Our men were soon back with some
interesting information from their farmer friend, Mr. Hull, but
not about Okeechobee; that was not in his line. He knew what
we did-no less and no more-but the sugar-cane industry for
Florida-that interested him. He had produced twelve hundred
gallons of cane sugar that year and his crop was about half
ground. That the Hull product was a good one we could swear
for we added a gallon to our supply which had been getting low.
A few miles farther up the river we tied up at LaBelle. I
saw the church-house, the school-house, and the store. There
was only one other house I could see but it was not the home of
Mr. Hull and his family; they must have lived on the outskirts
of this city of LaBelle. The one house we did see held a very
friendly woman, however, who engaged to bake us a pan of “light

Published by STARS, 1962

9

Florida Historical Quarterly, Vol. 41 [1962], No. 3, Art. 10

318

F LORIDA H ISTORICAL Q UARTERLY

bread” (biscuit to us) if we would wait an hour for it, which we
were glad to do. While waiting for the “light-bread” the men
collected all the information they could. It was not very much.
Yes, we could get through the two small lakes and into Lake
Okeechobee. Lake Flirt was hard to cross but there was a way
through - if we could find it. Coffee Mill Hammock was a good
place to tie up for the night.
At last we had our pan of hot biscuit and were on our way
again. Almost immediately after leaving LaBelle we passed a
great water-wheel which was very picturesque. On the wheel
were scoops which dipped up water, lifted it and emptied it into
a trough, to be carried quite a distance to one of Florida’s cattle
ranches.
Soon after we left the big water-wheel, we found ourselves in
a very strange scene. Instead of growing smaller, our river suddenly seemed to have spread itself out. There were no banks;
instead there was a great expanse of high grasses; not reeds, only
grass.
“This is saw-grass,” Al and Furman told us, “and this must
be the beginning of Lake Flirt.” This sea of grass was broken
here and there by little winding channels. Our sailors would
choose a likely looking channel and explore it as far as they could
go, but then would come a deadend - too shallow or too tangled
for our boat to get through. Then they would have to back outpole themselves out likely - back to the deep channel again, and
try to choose another possible way through this maze of weeds
an grasses. Al, being lighter than Furman, was the one to climb
to the masthead for a wider view and call out directions for a
fresh start. Hour after hour was spent in this way; it seemed
interminable, but well along in the afternoon we came into a little
stretch of open water and off to one side was a well defined opening. That must be the channel leading into Lake Hickopachee.
We were across Lake Flirt! That name was too good for her.
She was no gay deceiver; she was a wanton hussy, trying to lure
us to our destruction. But we had got the best of her. Now the
way was open and clear into the other lake and this one would
not be hard to cross. It didn’t take long to cross Lake Hickopachee,
and then we saw more saw-grass, but it was all right! There was
no maze of winding channels, but a dredged cut in which the
banks-if lines of heavy grasses can be called banks-are well
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defined, and the water was deep enough for our boat. Although
it was getting late we decided to keep on till we came to CoffeeMill Hammock. Then we would tie up for the night, for it had
been a fairly long hard day.
After my experience around Sarasota, I felt that I must know
what a hammock was. “A sizable knoll of earth, pretty well
covered with trees.” No such rounded hillock appeared and I
was beginning to think “Coffee-mill Hammock” was a myth, when
suddenly, through the gathering dusk, I saw some trees. They
were close to the edge of the dredged cut. This must be itCoffee-mill Hammock! Alas for my idea of “a sizable knoll of
earth covered with trees”! This was a small patch of ground
barely above water and on it stood a few trees, several half-grown
pines and a few scrubby palmettos. There was not enough land
to build a good-sized house on. There was nothing to tie up to
so we threw out the anchor and started to get ready for the night.
We were so used to our restricted quarters on the Ida May by now
that to spread up our beds, Esther’s and mine in the cabin, the
men’s on top under the main-sail, took no time at all. Then we
all gave attention to our surroundings.
This was evidently someone’s fishing-camp. There was a
curious net device near us. Furman called it a fish trap. Furman
said it was very effective in a place like this-it caught many
fish. On the small piece of solid land was the fisherman’s camp.
A bed of Spanish moss had a little shelter of canvass over it. In
front this canvass was about two feet high-in the back it was
pegged to the ground. On long spikes driven into one of the
trees hung utensils; a frying-pan, a long-bladed knife, a fork,
and a spoon. There had been a campfire under the tree, and beside its embers stood a big bucket and a smoke-stained coffeepot.
This primitive camp seemed to emphasize rather than lessen
our sense of isolation. The rapidly falling twilight with weird
sounds of tropical birds added a note of unreality. Another recollection comes back to me. As I looked intently at our surroundings of acres of the spectacular saw-grass, and the smooth
water of the channel where we were anchored, a curious disturbance in the water caught my eye. Something was moving-it.
was coming toward us, leaving a v-shaped wake behind it. Now
it was so near that I could see a frog-like head, but surely no frog
would leave such a disturbance behind it. “What is it, Al?” I
asked.
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“It is a water-moccasin,” he said. “We are in their home country, you know.” Then quickly, in answer to my look of horror, he
added, “Don’t be afraid-they can’t climb the side of this boat!”
Just then came the sound of oars and our neighbor of the
hammock appeared; a nice looking southern boy, he had the most
musical voice I had heard in this land of soft voices. He was very
friendly and talked eagerly with the men, telling them many
things about this part of the country. From here on, he told them,
the way to Okeechobee was easy. After leaving the saw-grass, he
said, the dredged cut would wind between willow-lined banks.
The entrance to Lake Okeechobee was marked by a single large
cypress tree. This was his fishing camp, but his home was beyond
the saw-grass on higher land. He must have liked our men for
he invited them to stop over and go hunting with him. There was
an enormous wild turkey roost not very far away, and he was
going over there and get some birds. Of course this was impossible to arrange on this trip, but I am sure our men thought with
regret of that hunting. But what can you expect if you make
yourself responsible for women folk on an adventure trip? In the
morning, the men took their cabin down, set sail, and with a favoring wind, were well on their way before Esther and I were
awake. When we finally appeared our boat was in the midst of
one of Florida’s great saw-grass regions.
Before we leave it I would like to know that you have a fair
idea of what it looks like. If you never have seen saw-grass growing, picture to yourself a great field of grasses, with ornamental
heads, but growing up out of water to giant heights. The heads
of the saw-grass are beautiful and plumy; the height of the grass
depends somewhat on the location. Where we were at this time
the heads reached well above the Ida May’s cabin. Although
there was a strong current through this region, we could tie up
at any time by pulling three or four stems together and fastening the boat to them.
After a little the picture about us changed. The dredges now
had gone through shallow water and had thrown up quite high
banks of earth on each side. With the almost unbelievable rapid
growth of vegetation in this semi-tropical land, some of the shrubs,
mostly willows, had attained quite a size. They were almost
young trees, yet they were not so high that we could fail to notice
the big cypress as soon as it was in sight. That old tree gave us
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quite an exultant thrill, for it told us we had accomplished what
we set out to do. What we could see of the shore of Okeechobee
was low and indistinct; without the towering height of the old
tree we would hardly have ventured to take a sail out into the
lake, but the cypress was a sure landmark-the breeze was just
right. So we gave our sails an airing, gave ourselves an unforgettable ride and Al, cutting himself loose with the dinghey got a fine
picture of our boat in Lake Okeechobee. We ate our luncheon out
in the lake and then decided that it was time for us to turn the
Ida May toward home.
The trip back through the lakes was much easier and shorter
than the one going up. Even Lake Flirt was not so hard to cross.
Almost before we knew it, we were back in the Caloosahatchee
River. Instead of stopping again at Coffee-mill Hammock, we
tied up that night at LaBelle. Having taken their time on the
way up, the men now seemed to be intent on hurrying us toward
home. When we reached Fort Myers we were told the reason
for this urgency. They said that a “norther” was brewing, and
while our boat was all right for four in fair weather, it would be
too crowded for stormy weather sailing; so Esther and I were
ignominiously sent home from Fort Myers by rail, while the two
men took our staunch little sail-boat and beat her up the coast.
It wasn’t too easy to get from Fort Myers to Sarasota in those
days. Rivalry rather than cooperation between two railroad systems made travel back and forth across the state slow and tiresome. Our first change was at Lakeland, just a junction at that
time. This stop was marked by nothing more noteworthy than
the attention my sister attracted from a polite youth who insisted
on carrying her suitcase for her across a rough field to where our
train was waiting. A conductor standing beside the first car we
reached, put out a hand to help us up the steps, but the young
man, keeping a firm hold on Esther’s elbow, said with a lordly air,
“The ladies want the chair-car!” and took us on to the place where
he evidently thought we belonged. His proprietary air over my
capable and traveled sister amused me greatly.
Our next change was not so easy to make. The “norther” had
developed, and a coal black midnight found us in front of a dark
and locked railroad station. There was no house to be seen in the
darkness and no one to consult. The train to Tampa, where we
must change again, was not due till morning. It was dismal; but
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a fellow traveler who left the train when we did came to our
rescue. There was a small hotel or boarding-house to which he
was going. If we wanted to follow him, they would take care of
us till morning. We followed him to a house where we entered
a bare little hall. On a small stand was a lamp and a bell. Telling
us to ring the bell, the man disappeared. We rang and waited. A
second ring finally brought a sleepy looking girl who took us out
a back door and up some outside stairs into a large room. The
room held three full-sized beds, and little else. There was no lock
on the door. After careful inspection, we chose the bed which
looked least rumpled and lay down, without undressing, till morning.
I tried to get some sleep for I was tired, but how could I sleep
in the strange uncomfortable surroundings? The howling of the
wind and the picture in my mind of a storm-tossed boat-these
things alone would have made sleep impossible for me. I was glad
indeed when day-light came and it was time to get up. It is
strange to record that this dismal night was in Plant City - but
a very different Plant City from the thriving town of today.
When our train finally arrived - we waited two hours past its
scheduled time-we found that we need not go into Tampa; we
could make our final change for Sarasota at Turkey Creek. We
made close connections there and were met by Ida Helveston
with a horse and carriage. It was good to see Ida again, good to
be back in Alzarti House. Above all, to me, it was good to get
Ida’s reassurance about the men and the boat. According to her
it was not a very bad storm; those boys would really love it.
Although our two men. had faced a storm and a head wind,
they were not so much behind us as I feared they would be.
Both were good sailors and could take turns handling the boat.
There was no tying up over night on this return trip. They got
back somewhere after midnight the same day Esther and I had
arrived in the morning. Asked about their trip, they reported
that the storm had been rather fierce but the Ida May had beThe only possible risk they ran, they said,
haved beautifully.
was when they reached Big Pass after midnight and decided to
come in, instead of waiting for daylight, because they knew I
would be worrying!
The next day our boat was dismantled, the borrowed things
returned, our own rooms straightened; there was much to do.
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Then the men changed our cruiser back to a day boat again;
she had done nobly in her make-shift role, but she was really a
day boat. We had a busy day and not till after dinner did we get
over to the little house under the trees. We went over the whole
trip, omitting no detail. Ida had not been worried by the storm.
With two such men as Al Brush and Furman Helveston, she
knew Esther and I would be well looked after, and those two men
with the Ida May could face any “norther” that ever blew!
Then we had to make plans. Our two-month vacation was
nearly over and we wanted to make the most of what was left.
Some more deep-sea fishing out at the grouper-banks would be
nice, and another oyster roast on the beach was a treat we had
been promised.
“Al,” I said, “I do want to see that queer place you call ‘Deep
Hole.’ Don’t forget that.” “Janie,” said my husband, “we will
show Esther as much as we can, but you can’t crowd the whole
of Florida into one trip. We’ve done pretty well for this time.
Perhaps we’ll have to leave a few things for the next visit.”
And now, we too, must leave some things for the next time,
and we will hope that our “Old Florida” will still be here, unspoiled by “Tourist Camps” and “Motels.”
(Continued in the next issue)
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